A Happy Life

aumbry, and, opening the door, went out to
meet the unbidden visitor.

For the moment he saw no human form;
but, as he looked across the expanse of waters
and over towards the mountains looming dark
against the brilliant canopy of the sky, he again
heard the owl's dismal hoot; a cry, it seemed,
of mockery or warning; and, though he had
no reasonable cause for apprehension, he felt a
sudden icy chill and an instinctive shrinking.

Then from the ancient Spanish chestnuts by
the water's edge, there came a tall man, leaning
one hand on a stick and resting the other on the
shoulder of a servant.

The stranger's head had been bowed down,
but even when he raised it with a sudden
irritable movement, his face was still in shadow.

" Who may you be ? " he said to Arnot, in a
haughty peremptory tone.

" David Arnot, Chirurgeon and Physician,
at your commandment," replied David; but
he answered coldly, still affected by the un-
accountable foreboding which had smitten him
a moment since.

" You ! " exclaimed the stranger. " You ?
But you are young."

And David's coldness vanished; for as the
man came beyond the shadow of the trees, and
stepped out into the starlight, he revealed a face
so gaunt and painracked that David's momen-
tary hesitation was swept away in a flood of
compassion.